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Happy Birthday, Junior! 


wun 


Note: The bakery in the story exists, albeit in the UK. You can visit them at: 
www.choccywoccydoodah.com 


| apologise in advance for any keyboards destroyed through drool 


Perfect. That's what it was. Absolutely perfect. 
Leaning against the previously cluttered breakfast bar, Dave admired his handiwork. Hundreds of candles 
flickered on every surface, giving their tiny apartment the air of a grand hotel. The grime and debris had been 


cleared away and, on the table, lay a bouquet of twenty three red roses. 


Twenty three. He couldn't believe how quickly the years since the famous flower pot incident had flown by. 


Sure, they'd had their ups and down but he loved the wide-eyed and forever smiling farm boy more than ever. 
Heck, he wasn't much of a boy any more, not now that he was hitting his twenty third year. Before Dave's 
eyes, he'd grown into the man he adored. The man who'd soon be stepping through the door. Yep, he'd even 
fixed the door. Managed to fix the holes he'd kicked in it and the lock he'd broken when he'd been too drunk to 
remember his key. For months it had been held shut with a tiny luggage lock. It was amazing that no one had 
broken in. Not that they had much for anyone to steal. 

Sighing happily, Dave perched himself on the edge of a rickety chair. For now they had a place to call home and 
he was going to make the most of it. He suspected that Junior would moan about the money he'd spent on 
everything but he didn't care. Heck, it was his birthday and he deserved to be spoiled rotten 

Suddenly the door rattled, followed by fumbling and finally the sound of cursing. Shit! In his excitement he'd 
forgotten that the man of the moment wouldn't have a key. Jumping to his feet, he smiled slyly and opened 
the door. On the other side, a flustered Junior, a bass case in one hand and a messenger bag slung over his 
shoulders, glared at him. 

"What are you playing at?" 

Dave's grin just widened. "Thought it would be a little treat" 


Junior pursed his lips. Oh yeah! That was a look which instantly got him hot under the collar. "What? Locking 


me out of my own home? You call that a treat?" 
"No. | repaired the door. Means you can sleep soundly from now on" 
Junior sighed and dropped the case. "You gonna let me in or leave me out here all night?" 


Unable to contain himself, he drew the open, watching as Junior's face changed from indignation to shock to 
happiness. "What's all this for?" 


Letting the door click shut, Dave stepped around him and swept up the flowers. Trying to hide a blush, he held 
them out. "Happy birthday, Junior.” 


The bass was heaved into a corner and the bag dropped onto a chair. Dave waited as patiently as he could 
until the flowers were plucked from his fingers. Cradling them, Junior turned them over, taking in their velvety 
petals and gentle smell. He smiled and Dave felt his heart swell. It seemed he'd done something right. 

"They must have cost a fortune," he whispered. 


He nodded. "But you're worth every last cent | have." 


In the candlelight, he could see a blush making its way over Junior's cheeks. Carefully taking the roses from 


him, he wrapped his arms around the blonde man and pulled him close. Junior was only too happy to mould 
himself to the tall, lean body, head resting on his shoulder. A happiness like he'd never felt before flooded 
through him. Junior had been the one to make him feel again, to wash away the pain of those who had 
discarded him before. Through everything, Junior had been by his side, smiling, laughing and kissing away the 


hurt. The wasn't a malicious bone in his body and Dave was eternally grateful for him. 


He felt Junior's hand creep into his hair and warm breath touch his cheek. Pulling away, he smiled. "Gimme a 


sec. 
As he raced to the bathroom, the look of loss on Junior's face was nearly enough to send him back. That look 
just broke his heart but there were more surprises up his sleeve. Reaching behind the filthy toilet he found 
the single, chocolate muffin. A tiny candle was stuck in the top. Fumbling for his lighter, he watched the tiny 
flame dance to life. Leaving the bathroom, he grinned as he watched Junior's shoulders slump and a smile play 


on his lips. Yep, this was the man he loved to the ends of the earth. 


"Happy birthday to you," he softly began to sing. "Happy birthday to you. Happy birthday dear Junior. Happy 
birthday to you." 


The smile widened to a grin and Junior looked between him and the cake and back again. Gently tucking blonde 


hair behind his lover's ear, he whispered, "Make a wish." 

Squeezing his eyes shut, Junior paused before blowing out the candle. Dave smiled. "What did you wish for?" 
Chuckling, Junior looked up at him. "You're not supposed to tell what you wished for. It won't come true if | do." 
Taking the cake from Dave's hands, he removed the candle and took a bite. Holding his breath, Dave waited. 
"This is good" Strings of chocolate hung from Junior's teeth. "You bake this?" 


Snorting, he shook his head. "Do you think | can bake? This place wouldn't be standing if | did Nah, | got it from 
that bakery you really like." 


He couldn't help but chuckle when Junior's eyes bugged and mouth fell open, a mass of chocolatey goo on his 


tongue. 
"Not..2" 
Grinning, he nodded. "Yeah, Choccywoccydoodah." 


"Dave, that's like a ten buck muffin!" 


"| know." Sensing that Junior was about to lose the plot and give him the bollocking to end all bollockings, he 
plucked the remainder of the cake from his fingers and drew him into his arms. "But it's your birthday. You 


deserve all of this." 
Draping his arms around his shoulders, Junior sighed. "You shouldn't have done this. The cost -" 


He silenced him with a finger over his lips. "It's your birthday and you deserve to be treated like a prince. 
Heck, you deserve to be treated like one every day." 


Junior smiled and he felt the love grow, a warm ache which started in his belly and spread through him like 
wildfire. He was the only person in the entire world who could calm down the General. The only person who 
could light fires of passion and douse ones of anger. Calming, relaxing and the only person who'd accepted him 


for him, warts and all. 
"You treat me like a prince every day. | couldn't be happier.” 


It was his turn to smile and he cupped Junior's face. Gazing into shining hazel eyes, he savoured the moment 
and watched the happiness which danced through his lover's eyes. Tenderly he touched their lips together, 
listening as Junior sighed and held him tighter. Swaying to music only they could hear, the gently made out, 
each sighing and purring, tongues tracing velvety lips. Their hands rode over the others body, tracing lines 
they'd memorised years ago. Yet, in the midst of a million candles, it felt like the first time. 


Tickling his fingers beneath Junior's t-shirt, Dave scooped him up and pressed a kiss to his nose. 
"Don't wanna go yet." He pouted. "So beautiful in here." 


Chuckling he carried the quietly protesting man to the bedroom, protests which stopped when they entered 


the room. 


More candles were stacked on every surface, flames dancing and wax pooling around them. For once, their bed 
was neatly made, petals scattered over the sheets. For so long this was what he'd been looking for. That one 


person, that one love, that would take up his entire life. And with Junior in his arms, he'd never looked back. 
"Dave." Junior's voice was soft, filled with the very love which Dave felt. "Dave, it's beautiful." 


Gently he placed him on the bed of petals, watching as he stretched before looking up at Dave. His almond eyes 
were wide, silently pleading with him. And who was he to refuse? Sliding to the bed, he curled his arms around 
the blonde and kissed him. It took nothing for Junior to respond, melting against him and tangling their legs 
together. They both knew what was coming but, for once, they were going to savour it. 


Pressing Junior to the bed, he gently pushed the limp fabric, slowly exposing his lover's taunt, sun kissed skin 
Already he could feel his heart hammering against his ribcage, threatening to burst. Quietly, Junior followed 
his lead, raising his arms and allowing the garment to be tossed away. Straddling his thighs, Dave looked at the 
sight beneath him, a sight he had seen a million times before but which still turned him. Tousled blonde hair 


rode over the pillow in soft waves, Junior's eyes wide and filled with that wonderful mix of curiosity and 


passion, Linking their fingers, he trailed his tongue over his soft skin, listening as he quietly groaned. Already 
his cock was hard, begging for what was to come. But tonight wasn't about him and his needs. It was about 


Junior. 


Touching his tongue to a nipple, he looked up, smiling at what he saw. Arms splayed across the bed and head 
back, Junior had his eyes closed, murmuring gently. Stopping, Dave waited. It took less than a heartbeat before 
Junior's hands were pressed to the back of his head, forcing his mouth back to his chest. Damn, he was good! 


Two seconds and already Junior was a panting wreck 


Sliding along the squirming body, he kissed and nipped at his throat. The hands in his hair tightened, tugging. 
Quietly he hissed his approval. He enjoyed a bit of pain. Especially enjoyed it when Junior pinned him down, one 
hand tightly wrapped around his throat as he rode his cock Loved watching Junior snarl as he bounced up and 


down, furiously attacking his own cock. Perhaps, later, Junior would indulge him a little. 
Sucking on an earlobe, he whispered, "Damn, you're so fuckin’ hot." 
Junior chuckled, stretching a hand to scratch through red hair. "So are you." 


The fingers moved in small circles against his scalp, massaging and tickling. Quietly he purred, lips moving to 
gently kiss the soft spot behind his ear. Yeah, he could spend all evening doing this, just making out and 
exploring. He might have known every inch of the tightly honed body but it never did any harm to get some 
revision in. Never knew when he might have to find those spots in the middle of a power cut or darkened tour 


bus. 


He chuckled as Junior squirmed beneath him. He couldn't wait to go back and tour and relive some of their 
filthiest dreams. The bunks were cramped but they'd learned how to utilise the space. And Junior loved being 
gagged with his own hair. Stopped everyone else hearing his screams, although Dave had wondered when and 


where he'd start finding hairballs. But not tonight. Not on this special night. There'd be plenty of time to play 


out their fantasies. 


Kissing his way to Junior's mouth, he found himself looking into a pair of glazed and dilated eyes. Junior's 
breathing had become heavy and his jeans looked painfully tight, the fabric perfectly outlining his arousal. 
Arms slid over his shoulders and down his back as they continued to make out, soft lips parting, tongues 
beginning to touch and explore. Every time Junior's silky tongue slid into his mouth, Dave felt lightning bolts of 
pleasure surge through him. So tender, so loving, these moments were like none he had ever experienced. He'd 
never known such feelings had existed until Junior had draped his arms around his neck and fed him gentle 
kisses. Yeah, it was the naive farm boy from the east who'd initiated the relationship, who'd slid into his lap on 
that fateful, drunken night and hungrily kissed him. Never had he tried to push him away, giving into the 
strange new feelings that had arisen as mouths and hands had battled for domination. His mind had screamed 
for him to pull away and toss the boy to the street, but his body had given in It had taken time but, after a 
few days, he'd just gratefully fallen into the welcoming arms and never left. And never had he regretted the 
decision, falling head over heels for the boy with the wide eyes, huge smile and even bigger personality. 


He didn't want to leave that welcoming mouth but the groans were getting louder, Junior's body writhing as if 
he were being shocked. his fingers were tangled in the sheets, petals crushed beneath his nails. Slowly, he slid 
his mouth back to the wonderful expanse of skin, kissing, licking and nipping his way to the waistband of his 


Jeans. 
"Want me to take them off?" he murmured. 


All he got was a grunt and a frenzied nod. Junior's back was arched from the bed, his hands curled into his 
hair. Teasingly slow, he plucked at the button Slowly the zipper was lowered and a small patch of light hair 
sprang free. Dave couldn't help but grin. He loved it when Junior walked around commando. Knowing that there 
was only one layer of skin tight fabric to remove turned him on even more. The bulge in his own jeans just 


grew, demanding his attention He wanted to shove his hand in and jerk off while he watched his lover squirm. 


Leisurely, he tugged at the jeans, mouth watering as they slipped to the floor, Junior's painful looking erection 
bouncing free. Finally! Kneeling up, he looked down at Junior, all but drooling at the sight. His hands were still 
wrapped in his hair, hips rocking as he groaned, the smell of flowers filling the room as he crushed the fragile 
petals. Damn.. He was hot! 


Sliding from the bed, he quickly kicked off his own clothes before returning to the mewling Junior. Hands 
attacked him, sliding over his warming flesh. Instinctively Junior spread his legs, his hands clamping to Dave's 


ass and drawing him closer. 

"Please." he hissed. 

Kissing the hollow of his throat, Dave smiled. "Please? What would you like, oh princely one?" 
Junior's head shot up from the pillow, eyes snapping open. "You. In me. Now." 


He wasn't one to object and, opening a drawer, he fumbled around for the lube. Trying to keep his hands 
steady, he quickly prepared Junior and then himself. He couldn't help but take another look at the man on the 
bed. He was so beautiful, so sensual, the person who'd shown his dark soul the light. Legs bent wide, Junior 
stared at him with glazed eyes, each tiny breath huffing hair from his face. Arms stretched out to encircle 


him and pull him close. Willingly he fell into them, never wanting to surface. 


Junior's groans morphed into high pitched whines as Dave slid himself in. He couldn't help but follow his lead, 
head resting in the crook of Junior's shoulder as he sighed. Damn, it felt good to be buried in his lover. He 
didn't want to move, didn't want to get up, just lie and enjoy the embrace. After so long searching and running, 
he'd found his home. Arms linked around his neck and legs locked around his waist. Yeah, only Junior completely 


and utterly submitted to him, draping his lithe body around Dave's, completely pulling him into the moment. 


With slow, languid thrusts, he tormented Junior. It was beautiful to watch him open like a flower, eyes wide 
and glazed, mouth quietly muttering. Fingers dug into his ass, driving him on but he ignored him. No matter 


how horny he was, he wasn't going to give into Junior just yet. 


Overwhelmed with happiness, he gently kissed Junior. "You're fuckin’ wonderful. You know that?" 
Glazed eyes snapped to him, bruised lips forming into a grin "So are you." 


Junior gave an experimental wiggle and hooked one foot around an ankle. Pushing himself deeper into the bed, 


he moaned. "Please, Dave." 


Sliding a hand into thick, blonde hair Dave finally gave in. He couldn't help himself, not when he had Junior 
mewling and begging. Rocking his hips, he pushed himself in, his voice joining his lover's. Together they cried to 
each other, groaned each others names. Throwing his head back, he gripped Junior's hips and cried to the 
heavens, thanking them for the man he'd been given. He could feel Junior's cock trapped between them, sliding 
over slippery skin. Wrapping his fingers around him, he began to jerk in time to their frantic rhythm. Beneath 
him, Junior softened, muscles unwinding as he hissed Dave's name. Sweeping his thumb over the head, he 


smeared the copious pre-come, slicking it over smooth flesh. 

"Dave... l'm gonna- l'm gonna-" 

He sealed their lips together just in time, whining Junior's name as they both came. He was flying, carried away 
on the wings of divine pleasure. Slowly, Junior unwound himself, flopping to the bed. Gingerly licking his fingers 
clean, Dave stretched himself out beside his lover. There was a glow to Junior's cheeks and the perpetual smile 
was in place. Arms wrapped around his waist and lips once more found his, feeding him soft, gentle kisses. 

"Do you want to know what | wished for?" he whispered between kisses. 


"Go on" 


Pulling away, Junior smiled at him. "I wished for a night just like tonight with the one person | love more than 


life itself" 


Damn, if that wasn't enough to melt a tough guy's heart, he didn't know what was. In the shadows of Junior's 
eyes he was sure he could see his glazing with tears. Returning the tiny kisses, he whispered, "Happy birthday, 


Junior." 


~~~ The End ~~~ 


